
















































A Moments Pause 


The woods will be quiet when you leave; and, soon 
bright the foliage and tangy the air with the smell 
of early Autumn. 

The first rain will wash your myriad footsteps from the 
beach; and then a cautious deer or hare will return once 
more to the silent shore to drink. 

A few crisp brown leaves will settle in the deserted 
paths, and golden pine needles will slowly carpet the 
outdoor stage. 

A chipmunk, suddenly grown brave, will chatter brazenly 
from a carefully swept porch; and honking geese will 
wheel down to rest for a moment on the cooling lake, 
and watch the sailboats swing idly at anchor. 

Haunting is the creaking of a screen door, as it slowly 
turns by itself in a freshening breeze, and much too loud 
the clatter of our few plates in the echoing dining room. 
Sad is the owl’s softened sunset cry, and the darkened 
buildings at night; lonely are the empty cabins, and 
we who must close them. 
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A lone dear. 

No longer too scared to inspect 

a cabin filled with sharp voices. 
And now will circle it; 
at a quiet, restful time. 

I. indy Rosenberg 


Brown is the Earth 
Or beginning -of time 
The start of a life. 

The creature the mind. 

Brown is the 'Mountains 
or hills as was then 
That were molded and 
shaped by the ocean 
and when 

Creatures came looking 
for safety and home 
Offered them shelter 
of rocks and. of loam. 

To each of these 
Brown hills came new feet 
of roads slowly the soil 
Air and nature corrodes. 

And now what is left 
of our Beautiful Brown 
Polution and Violence 
Where no life is found. 

S.A.K. 


The sun shines on the water momenterally, 
making certain spots on the calm water 
sparks and blink as though they were stars 
twinkling in the sky. All is quiet. The 
only noise is the movement of the wind among 
the trees. The world is absorbed in a silent peace. 


Janet Traub 


o? ory 


In the beginning of time, when the tribes were many 
and scattered, the peoples of the earth did not know 
the difference between right and wrong. The Great Spirit 
saw this, and liras displeased with the fighting and 
quarreling that went on between his peoples, so he 
created three men to teach the tribes to live peacefully. 

He called them Common Sense, Appreciation, and Understanding. 

They descended together from the mountains in which 
the Great Spirit dwelled, and travelled to the nearest 
village. First Appreciation taught the people to love 
the animals, trees, flowers and mountains that they 
had, and not to destroy beauty. The people listened 
to Apreciation, and were thankful for his coming, but 
they forgot and began to strip the trees of their bark 
and kill the creatures in the forest as soon as he 
left them. He went with sorrow. Con® on sense came 
to try hes best. He taught them how to organize themselvees 
in their community and told them of the idiocy of war. 

They heard him too but again the people forgot, and 
began to fight and kill. Common Sense was filled with 
sorrow. Understanding came forward to perform his 
mission and he taught thim to love mankind. There was 
again no response to the words of wisdom. 

The Great Spirit swa that his plan had failed. 

He realized that something was missing, so he created 
a woman, Memory, who reminded the people of what had 
been taught to them. Memory followed the three wise 
men around the world, keeping Appreciation, Common 
Sense and Understanding alive in the hearts of all she 
could reach. 


Sara Nathan 


Rain 

The rain - transparent in its falling 
Wetting the earth's crispnes 
Quenching the golden grass 
transforming and giving them new life 
then leaving them damp till 
one by one they turn golden again. 
Andy Goldenberg 



How Color He "an 


There was one man on the earth. The man had no 
feelings, and everything was black or white. One day 
woman apoeared on earth, Man and woman were without 
feelings had no deep thoughts. 

One day man and woman wore walking in the woods. 
Woman •’fchnt down to pick a berry. She tasted it. \A 
smile aopeared or.’- her face, for the berry was sweet. 
The berry turned alight pink be cause the woman 
was happy. Man he ard a strange noise. He wanted 
to find out what it was, so he climbed up a tree. 

The climb was tiring so the Great Spirit turned 
the bark brown. When man got to the top he was 
relieved, so the Great Spirit turned the top of 
the tree green. The strange noise tras a bird flying 
through the air. Man looked at the horizon. The sky 
and water met* The G re at Spirit turned them both 
blue, for they united. 


B: ’th Gilinsky 


Pe ace 
and Love 
Don't happen 


War 

A.nd 31ood 
and Fright 
of Bombs 
and Fright 
of anyone 

Hate 
and Fear 
Do Happen 

Sally Nirenberg 


The sun has melted 
but the sky is stained 
raspberry gold; 
lingering forever. 


Sue Scheinberg 











I have fantasied of life 
Searching, searching, searching 
Of how life happens 
Just the thought of living 
What is a life? 

Sometimes I fantasy of before 
iS nd after life 
Of Death 

When I fantasy of Death 
I know I just can’t be there 
Unfeeling, unknowing, asleep, 
kii ill I live again? 

Or will I not become again? 

Just my bones remaining to 
Show I've lived before? 

Will I be born and die again 
With my soul living again 
Now I think,.,Have I lived already? 
Is this...my.life, just a repeat? 
But it couldn't be, 

I haven't lived oeforej 


Lisa Skeist 


Fleeing days on downed wings. 

Blown by puffs from summer’s cheeks. 
Gently envelopes me, unknowing, 

Within their fUse grasps of happiest da 
They sneak-steal unnoticed away with me 
But now the days are revealed 
Thei^shiver in the growing cold 

Vibrations awakening lazy summer days. 
Summer's last attempt 
She bursts into an everlasting sunset 
«••,ioo late * 

Leslie Kagan 


Grow with me the fields, 

the honey, the groves 

and sing your summer-laced laughter 

for now and worlds apart. 

Roll with me the mist, 
the plains, the sky 

that soothe the hardened hills of earth 
and soften my harvest-young eyes. 

Find with me the heavens, 
the storm, the season 
that feel the shape of wind, 
waiting for fruit before snow. 

Share with me tho life, 
the space, the moment 
that loves star and child 
Itogether on this earth. 


Joan Silverman 


The early i;ornin_, 

Kissed with the golden rays of sunlight, 
Still as a tree trunk. 

Ellen B. Gold 


The moon, a silvery, shining 

gleam upon the lake's surface. 
Shining, almost staying forever. 
Then as I watch it. 

It slowly moves across. 

And is gone. 

Terry Lehman 


Deep, dark and silent. 

Hooting owls, scurrying wood mice. 
Peace lies here waiting for a 
new birth of mankind. 

Laurie sigman 


One leaf gently floating 
d 

o 

w 

n 

Finally reaching its first goal 
the brook- one small branch 
of the lake- rippling free 
Loving - a freedom in itself 
moving other than being blown at the 
mercy of the wind 
while hanging on the end of a slim 
brown branchj 

Loving the leaf, moving, moving 
closer to the lake, with 
neverending motion. 

Lore motion, motion welcomed motion 
to this single leaf. 


Andy Goldenberg 


The sun rises and reflects off 
leaves of green yellow trees, 
seasons go on changing time 
reflects the other you in a 
mirror of unrealness, gay 
bright, look and sharing not 
fake, showing nature the real 
you. 


Carol Feinstein 


Each year we start again, each year we open more, man's 
beginning. It is like a creation—a beginning which only 
you can start; a reaching out. 

We did not blend in with each other, for we did not 
understand. We fought and did not realize how we fitted 
together, or even that we did. We didnot understand now 
other felt. We did not notice that we didn't change, but 
grew more, that we blossmed. Last year a bud, this 
year a blossm. 

Here we have to work to find out, jro discover . We can't 
just say,"give me the good". We cannot just “toll an oyster 
to open up. 'We must work. I f xto work we receive the 
joy of opening of discovering, of accomplishing something 
Love to work. 

Oysters won't open up if they feel anything around them. 

They will open up when they are comfortable in their 
surroundings; they open and are free.. They open easill y 
without prying. It might not open right away but if you 
leave it alone it will eventually open up ijjself. We 
must leave it alone, but also come toward it in a giving 
way. 

Now after a past year we do blend in. We are each a 
different color, but we are all one. Like a tree we are 
each a leaf, but we all belong to the same tree. 

We can express ourselves, we are independent, and we 
understand. 


Cabin 5 








Crashing winds attack the sun baked boulders. The;- have no 
shelter from their enemy. Tall mighty mountains, carpeted by green *• 
velvet. Pale white trees c ackle *rith the force of the wind, hot 
a breath of life left in them, 'urple mountains at afar, reach for 
the mystic fairytale clouds* I'm on top of the world. 

Tina ’?hite 


It illness in the world 
Then the wind cornin'.' softly 
cool breeze blowing* bl-winr/ 
.ettinp harder and harder 
till it’s roaring 
like p lion. 

Pushin and pushing 
It feels strop.: and brave 
Like a lion howling 
Till finally it dies G'wn. 
There’s stillness in th world. 

..lion dcheinbory 


Tho air is silent 

I star . at perfect reflections of dignified mountains 

1 bullfrog shatters the stillness 

But only for a moment 

It is evening 

Silence is once more 


Bonnie Berkowitz 


The Boats Go By 


I sit -re Tr atch 


The boats ;:o by. 

xhe sailboats racinr across the 'after, 
covered with beads of sunli ht, 

The sails* rounded 5 they c- ton the wind, 
?‘>e li ’it craft ptly t. one side— 

Then lower -rd. lower still* 
fad suddenly c.; Im. 
iaitin ., "Siting. 



TX il-s 'ill; 

Tb.„ boat hurries o^ot 
■ 3 thou;’' the wind was chasir.. it. 


Karon --lel^and 












Clouds 

Clouds sweeping across the horizon 

Taking both mountains and people in its pace. 

Clouds converting the sky into dark piles of mountains 
Threateningto take oyer the world. 

Clo ds threatening people to seek shelter 
As cowards would. 

Clouds in power of peoole 
”.nd the world. 


ftachel Greenfield 


Gariy ' orning 

I wake up at dusk and look about me. I see things that 
are there only when I wake > things that dissaooear 
when the sun cones in, I look over the lake and see 
the r ist suspended in r id air, net r>ovin . Slowlv the 
sun nokes its head above the bills, scaring all of these 
things away. 

J.O. 


Dare I listen 
when wind-scarred spirits 
of enchanted trees 
that reach and moan 
into vacant sky 
hurl to each other 
their timeless secrets ? 

Sue Scheinberg 


’ y Snail ' orld 

■ v srall wor' of peoole and pets 
The small world of my frogs 
I think of them as a simple way of life 
Not the complicated skyscrapers and citys 
Not the soot or the air conditions 
dot the barn swallow winging high 
The fields of tall grass up to my waist 
That is iry small world. 

‘Dll you come and .join me? 

LftO \\Etevu*« 



Row Nature Began 


Long, long ago there was nothing on the earth 
except a husband and a wife and their dog wonder. He was 
really a lion but the couple called hin a dog. The couple 
did not live very long and neither did Wonder. Because > 
there was no food to eat, and they starved to death. 

•■'/hen they all got to heaven the wife said that she 
didn't want the other peaople to starve to death also. 

So she sent Wonder to bring life to this new world 
wherever he walks. This upcoming of growth the couple 
called Nature, and they called themselves Mother and 
Father Natuer. You do not hear of father Nature any 
more Because in the olden days they had only heard 
of Father nature and not Mother Nature. Now we only hear 
of Mother Nature and .ot Father Nature. 


Dina Katz 


I lie now in a olace above 
I have no doubts or care of love 
Fright and fear I know not of 
I lie in a place of a wanderers love 

Lisa Berger 


Staring into a deep and unknown 
water. 

Not knowing what next, 
and the- as if a 
change had come about, 

The staring vanishes 
and realization and 
rude awakenings return. 

Kathy Meisloss 


Wind. 

trees sway. 

a squirrel shivers. 
Winter is coming. 


Tracy Frankel 



Opening Pies sage 


During my summers here at Trebor, so many things 
influenced my way of thinking and feeling. Since 
cabin 11, so many things ,T ere so s^btley and purposely 
given to mi without ay even knowing it—the true and 
good values o" life—the basic beliefs, ideas and 
feelings about oneself, and that you should base 
your life on what you ■" lue. By the time I reached 
dabin one, I found, with the caring help- of other’s 
and myself, to l : ve a ’'sonjr, full and easier life If. 

I should try to k'’0 ,T who T am—whv I am al' ve on earth 
and what I wart to ho with my life, fhrought these 
sumac-s I have tried to aosorb a lot of the goodness 
of camn, and now I have come to realize that T. can't 
keep it in for the rest of my life. It isn't fair 
to others or me,and that it is time to give back to 
others here and even at home what I have taken in and 
absorbed here. 


Ruthie Foltzman, Big Cheif 


Camp Tally-Keepers Report—August 23, 1968 
Ruthie Holtzman, Big Chief 

The 3-day mountain trip went to Mcntalban Ridge this week. 

We saw pheasants on the trail. The weather was gray and windy, but 
beautiful. We left our packs at the Isolation Shelter for the follow¬ 
up, Part of cabin 9 climbed East and saw a deer. 

Many people have been going to places in the camp area. Cabin 
2 took a walk around the lake, cabin 6 took their lunch up Mac, cabin 
9 went up Ulan for lunch and came down the rock face and cabin Ihas 
ribboned out a path to the ledge on Whitehouse. 

On Saturday night we had another coffee R ousej people read 
poems, did folk dances, sang, and Frank read us requested selections 
of Robert Frost's writings. 

The counselors gave the camp a melodramatic interpretations of 
some of the aspects of camp. Many cabins have been working on the 
teepee. They painted scenes fo what goes on in camp on it. 

This Sunday was Arts Festival. Art work and nieces of creative 
writing were hung all around the camp.. People danced, sang, and 
played instruments. In the evening mini-group gave a modern music 
mass simultaneously with the couhselors, who gave a formal music 
mass. The whole day was a success in all aspects. 

% intent this summer was to help the camp become aware of 
other people's activities. I hope that I have succeeded in 
fulfilling the role that aabin 1 felt was necessary. 

Sara ->than. Camp Tally Keeper 



PEACE 


Peace I ask of the, oh river. 

Peace. 

When I learn to live serenely. 

Cares will cease. 

From the hills I gather courage. 
Visions of the day to be; 

Strength to lead and faith to follow. 
All are given unto me. 

Peace I ask of thee. 


Peace 


'fo WILD GEESE FLYING... 


Proud riders of the wind. 

Wheeling free 
In strength and grace, 

Chasing clouds over mountains, 

You roam the heavens. 

Yet always return 

To your hills and mirror-lakes 

In humility. 

You seek the far horizons 

Yet the seasons' cycle finds you 

Ever in this place of tranquility 

No sunset can lure you. 

No foreign sky can draw you 

So long or strongly 

That Jrou forget 

The land of your beginning. 

And so, 

With the years' passing, 

As surely as faith itself, 

You shall return 

To your home in the hills. 


CBK 


Alters Under the Sky 

God of the hills, grant us the strength 
to go back into the cities without faltering, 
stren L ,h to to our daily tasks without 
tiring and strength to help our neighbors 
who have no hills to remember, 

God of the xtfilderness, with the pure 
winds from the northland blow away our 
pettiness; with the harsher winds of winter 
drive away our selfishness and hypocrisy; 
fill us with the breadth and the depth and 
the light of thy wilderness. May we live 
out the truths which thou hast taught us, 
in every thought and word and deed. 

Amen. 





feeling 


I sail on and on* 

Nowhere to go^ no map before me— 

I’m looking for a dream 
A dream which only I can fulfill. 
Feeling, understanding the salty breeze. 
There's no destination ; 

I'm looking for my dream. 

Laurie Sigman 


On summer nights the moon hangs low, 

the sky is a blaze from the moon's shining 

lights. 

Colors, alive as day, linger slowly, linger 
stay. 

The moon, the moon, stretching out summer, 
it stays by its lingering lights 
holding summer in its palmj 
Summer lingers then and finally, 
slowly, the moon backs away. 

Ellen Gray 


¥hispergrass 


Barefoot, 

i ran through the 
whispergrass 

and knelt 


To gather in 

its soul. 


It breathed 

its cool sweet 
Song of life 

and sang of things 
i sometimes understand. 


It bent a little 

in the wind 

A.nd hummed even louder 

its hymn of sorrow. 
Of joy and sorrow 
To me 

and to the world. 


Barefoot, 

i ran through the 
whispergrass 

To gather in 

its soul. 


and knelt 



You who are born of the hills 
Hill-bred, lover of hills, 

This will you know above other men. 

In the hills you will find your peace again 

You who are nursed on the heights. 
Hill-bred, lover of skies, 

This will you know above other men. 

In the hills you will find your faith again 

You who are brave from the winds. 

Hill-bred, lover of winds 
This will you know above other men 
In the hills you will find Your God again. 

Struthers Burt 


ho knows a rountain? 

One who has ;.cne 
To worship its beauty 
In the dawn; 

One who has slent 
On its breast at night; 

One who has measured 
His strength to its height; 
One who has followed 
Its longest trail. 

And laughed in the face 
Of its fiercest gale; 

One who has scaled its peaks, 
:.nd has trod 

Its cloud-swept summits 
•'■lone with God. 


Ethel dOEiig Fuller 



I'd say it's high time we had a moment of spoken truth. Around the 
middle of the summer we had an evening activity called ''What makes this 
camp great ?' 1 I'd like to try answering this question. 

T RIPS : The trip program is the accumulation of experiences that * 
many people have had in New England for the past 100 years, but only one 
director ever believed that any camp , especially a girl's camp, could live 
out such an adventurous program. H is belief in what you do brought you 
to the point of doing, and his guidance and inspiration have caused adults 
to become excellent trip loaders- that make your trips safe and pleasur ¬ 
able . 

A r HES : The activities alone, as you well know,are nothing with¬ 

out a counselor to make them come alive for you, so chat takes it right to 

COUNSELORS • Counselors are just like .you and me, they can be- many, 
many things. Do you ever wond.r why people are different at different 
times? Like at home and at campj have you noticed that you act differently 
with different p- ople? In other words, some people not only allow us to 
be what we want to be, but there are a very few that have enough knowledge 
of people to dema nd our best- and then l"eava. us with that good picture of 
ourselves, that can be"brought back again and again, during our lives- 
whenover we really want it- being our best . 

Ho has made this happen every year, most times without people know¬ 
ing it, in pre-camp sessions- during the summer- and after camp, and wo 
are all t' " . ' v r with o^chother, here and .elsca .ere , because of 

his high J l: •' e ai e "--na-; that we come up with our best, as often 

as possib_e„ That is wny counselo s act as they do, in this community, 
with you people. That is also how you learned , or are learning, to be 

this way with eachother. I have seen enough camps, and organizations 

under other kinds of direction, to see quite clearly the difference. Peo¬ 
ple arc the same underneath it all, the~~le ad ership makes the difference. 

BEAUTY OF TROUT LAKE: When we were crowded out of our other camp by 
^lrportsy power Troat's,"ptfllution of silence by insensitive people, and oth¬ 
er things 5 a lesser man would have quit, packed up , and sold out, as many 
camp directors have done, and Trebor would have stopped- forever-fit’ least 
7 years 4§oi ‘ 

He hun r on, e en w! on I was ready to . ive up, until he found Trout Lake 

and with no money, just sheer guts, and a belief in people, he convinced a 

bank to help us,-and then, with his own brand of genius, took this abandoned 
land, and designed, and built,- with his hands and heart* this very special 
valley. No man can lay claim to what is here, but he. The fact that 
after the — construction was completed ho said that I had the fortitude to 
live here alone that winter, help ng to build it, showed again how little 
he cares for the praise most men seek so desperately,- and that is 
just why I say it is high time it were spoken of. When we were building 
this new camp, and I had ? few hours each night to think clearly, I wrote 
something, thatsaid, "I am convinced that Summer, and her children, 
will be blessed, Frank has seen to that" — now four 7 /oars later I am 
more convinced than ever, that what you and I experience, that we call 
Trebor,—is the direct result of the fact that one man has had the courage, 
the wisdom, patience, dignity, humility, imagination, kindness, gentil¬ 
ity, and bull dogged determination to make this unbelievable place, and 
its unbelievable people — a fact of life ] 

Fake no mistake, and I scrrmon~ll that I can remember, (which includes 
camping in one form or another, since I was 5 years old)- 37 7 /ears of liv¬ 
ing this out, has brought me to these conclusions: 

Except for the subject of food-which of course is my good wife's 
doing-Trobor is Frank, and whether or not 7 /ou can possibly grasp the 
bone truth of these w&rds — 

it is he, who makes this great 
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Jodi Kleinman 
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Cederhurst, L.I., N.Y, 

Lisa Spiejal 

10 Broadlawn Ave. 
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Ratty Stern 
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Port Chester, H.Y. 


Sue Stern 

76 Deepuood .id. 

Roslyn Heights, L.I.,H.Y. 


■lien Sutter 
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Janet and Haney Traub 

2760 Vallejo St. 

San Francisco, Calif. 



Turner 

1000 Park 've. 

New York City, A.Y 


A Moments Pause 


The woods will be quiet when you leave; and, soon 
bright the foliage and tangy the air with the smell 
of early Autumn. 

The first rain will wash your myriad footsteps from the 
beach; and then a cautious deer or hare will return once 
more to the silent shore to drink. 

A few crisp brown leaves will settle in the deserted 
paths, and golden pine needles will slowly carpet the 
outdoor stage. 

A chipmunk, suddenly grown brave, will chatter brazenly 
from a carefully swept porch; and honking geese will 
wheel down to rest for a moment on the cooling lake, 
and watch the sailboats swing idly at anchor. 

Haunting is the creaking of a screen door, as it slowly 
turns by itself in a freshening breeze, and much too loud 
the clatter of our few plates in the echoing dining room. 
Sad is the owl’s softened sunset cry, and the darkened 
buildings at night; lonely are the empty cabins, and 
we who must close them. 


fml 



A lone dear. 

No longer too scared to inspect 

a cabin filled with sharp voices. 
And now will circle it; 
at a quiet, restful time. 

I. indy Rosenberg 


Brown is the Earth 
Or beginning -of time 
The start of a life. 

The creature the mind. 

Brown is the 'Mountains 
or hills as was then 
That were molded and 
shaped by the ocean 
and when 

Creatures came looking 
for safety and home 
Offered them shelter 
of rocks and. of loam. 

To each of these 
Brown hills came new feet 
of roads slowly the soil 
Air and nature corrodes. 

And now what is left 
of our Beautiful Brown 
Polution and Violence 
Where no life is found. 

S.A.K. 


The sun shines on the water momenterally, 
making certain spots on the calm water 
sparks and blink as though they were stars 
twinkling in the sky. All is quiet. The 
only noise is the movement of the wind among 
the trees. The world is absorbed in a silent peace. 


Janet Traub 


o? ory 


In the beginning of time, when the tribes were many 
and scattered, the peoples of the earth did not know 
the difference between right and wrong. The Great Spirit 
saw this, and liras displeased with the fighting and 
quarreling that went on between his peoples, so he 
created three men to teach the tribes to live peacefully. 

He called them Common Sense, Appreciation, and Understanding. 

They descended together from the mountains in which 
the Great Spirit dwelled, and travelled to the nearest 
village. First Appreciation taught the people to love 
the animals, trees, flowers and mountains that they 
had, and not to destroy beauty. The people listened 
to Apreciation, and were thankful for his coming, but 
they forgot and began to strip the trees of their bark 
and kill the creatures in the forest as soon as he 
left them. He went with sorrow. Con® on sense came 
to try hes best. He taught them how to organize themselvees 
in their community and told them of the idiocy of war. 

They heard him too but again the people forgot, and 
began to fight and kill. Common Sense was filled with 
sorrow. Understanding came forward to perform his 
mission and he taught thim to love mankind. There was 
again no response to the words of wisdom. 

The Great Spirit swa that his plan had failed. 

He realized that something was missing, so he created 
a woman, Memory, who reminded the people of what had 
been taught to them. Memory followed the three wise 
men around the world, keeping Appreciation, Common 
Sense and Understanding alive in the hearts of all she 
could reach. 


Sara Nathan 


Rain 

The rain - transparent in its falling 
Wetting the earth's crispnes 
Quenching the golden grass 
transforming and giving them new life 
then leaving them damp till 
one by one they turn golden again. 
Andy Goldenberg 



How Color He "an 


There was one man on the earth. The man had no 
feelings, and everything was black or white. One day 
woman apoeared on earth, Man and woman were without 
feelings had no deep thoughts. 

One day man and woman wore walking in the woods. 
Woman •’fchnt down to pick a berry. She tasted it. \A 
smile aopeared or.’- her face, for the berry was sweet. 
The berry turned alight pink be cause the woman 
was happy. Man he ard a strange noise. He wanted 
to find out what it was, so he climbed up a tree. 

The climb was tiring so the Great Spirit turned 
the bark brown. When man got to the top he was 
relieved, so the Great Spirit turned the top of 
the tree green. The strange noise tras a bird flying 
through the air. Man looked at the horizon. The sky 
and water met* The G re at Spirit turned them both 
blue, for they united. 


B: ’th Gilinsky 


Pe ace 
and Love 
Don't happen 


War 

A.nd 31ood 
and Fright 
of Bombs 
and Fright 
of anyone 

Hate 
and Fear 
Do Happen 

Sally Nirenberg 


The sun has melted 
but the sky is stained 
raspberry gold; 
lingering forever. 


Sue Scheinberg 











I have fantasied of life 
Searching, searching, searching 
Of how life happens 
Just the thought of living 
What is a life? 

Sometimes I fantasy of before 
iS nd after life 
Of Death 

When I fantasy of Death 
I know I just can’t be there 
Unfeeling, unknowing, asleep, 
kii ill I live again? 

Or will I not become again? 

Just my bones remaining to 
Show I've lived before? 

Will I be born and die again 
With my soul living again 
Now I think,.,Have I lived already? 
Is this...my.life, just a repeat? 
But it couldn't be, 

I haven't lived oeforej 


Lisa Skeist 


Fleeing days on downed wings. 

Blown by puffs from summer’s cheeks. 
Gently envelopes me, unknowing, 

Within their fUse grasps of happiest da 
They sneak-steal unnoticed away with me 
But now the days are revealed 
Thei^shiver in the growing cold 

Vibrations awakening lazy summer days. 
Summer's last attempt 
She bursts into an everlasting sunset 
«••,ioo late * 

Leslie Kagan 


Grow with me the fields, 

the honey, the groves 

and sing your summer-laced laughter 

for now and worlds apart. 

Roll with me the mist, 
the plains, the sky 

that soothe the hardened hills of earth 
and soften my harvest-young eyes. 

Find with me the heavens, 
the storm, the season 
that feel the shape of wind, 
waiting for fruit before snow. 

Share with me tho life, 
the space, the moment 
that loves star and child 
Itogether on this earth. 


Joan Silverman 


The early i;ornin_, 

Kissed with the golden rays of sunlight, 
Still as a tree trunk. 

Ellen B. Gold 


The moon, a silvery, shining 

gleam upon the lake's surface. 
Shining, almost staying forever. 
Then as I watch it. 

It slowly moves across. 

And is gone. 

Terry Lehman 


Deep, dark and silent. 

Hooting owls, scurrying wood mice. 
Peace lies here waiting for a 
new birth of mankind. 

Laurie sigman 


One leaf gently floating 
d 

o 

w 

n 

Finally reaching its first goal 
the brook- one small branch 
of the lake- rippling free 
Loving - a freedom in itself 
moving other than being blown at the 
mercy of the wind 
while hanging on the end of a slim 
brown branchj 

Loving the leaf, moving, moving 
closer to the lake, with 
neverending motion. 

Lore motion, motion welcomed motion 
to this single leaf. 


Andy Goldenberg 


The sun rises and reflects off 
leaves of green yellow trees, 
seasons go on changing time 
reflects the other you in a 
mirror of unrealness, gay 
bright, look and sharing not 
fake, showing nature the real 
you. 


Carol Feinstein 


Each year we start again, each year we open more, man's 
beginning. It is like a creation—a beginning which only 
you can start; a reaching out. 

We did not blend in with each other, for we did not 
understand. We fought and did not realize how we fitted 
together, or even that we did. We didnot understand now 
other felt. We did not notice that we didn't change, but 
grew more, that we blossmed. Last year a bud, this 
year a blossm. 

Here we have to work to find out, jro discover . We can't 
just say,"give me the good". We cannot just “toll an oyster 
to open up. 'We must work. I f xto work we receive the 
joy of opening of discovering, of accomplishing something 
Love to work. 

Oysters won't open up if they feel anything around them. 

They will open up when they are comfortable in their 
surroundings; they open and are free.. They open easill y 
without prying. It might not open right away but if you 
leave it alone it will eventually open up ijjself. We 
must leave it alone, but also come toward it in a giving 
way. 

Now after a past year we do blend in. We are each a 
different color, but we are all one. Like a tree we are 
each a leaf, but we all belong to the same tree. 

We can express ourselves, we are independent, and we 
understand. 


Cabin 5 








Crashing winds attack the sun baked boulders. The;- have no 
shelter from their enemy. Tall mighty mountains, carpeted by green *• 
velvet. Pale white trees c ackle *rith the force of the wind, hot 
a breath of life left in them, 'urple mountains at afar, reach for 
the mystic fairytale clouds* I'm on top of the world. 

Tina ’?hite 


It illness in the world 
Then the wind cornin'.' softly 
cool breeze blowing* bl-winr/ 
.ettinp harder and harder 
till it’s roaring 
like p lion. 

Pushin and pushing 
It feels strop.: and brave 
Like a lion howling 
Till finally it dies G'wn. 
There’s stillness in th world. 

..lion dcheinbory 


Tho air is silent 

I star . at perfect reflections of dignified mountains 

1 bullfrog shatters the stillness 

But only for a moment 

It is evening 

Silence is once more 


Bonnie Berkowitz 


The Boats Go By 


I sit -re Tr atch 


The boats ;:o by. 

xhe sailboats racinr across the 'after, 
covered with beads of sunli ht, 

The sails* rounded 5 they c- ton the wind, 
?‘>e li ’it craft ptly t. one side— 

Then lower -rd. lower still* 
fad suddenly c.; Im. 
iaitin ., "Siting. 



TX il-s 'ill; 

Tb.„ boat hurries o^ot 
■ 3 thou;’' the wind was chasir.. it. 


Karon --lel^and 












Clouds 

Clouds sweeping across the horizon 

Taking both mountains and people in its pace. 

Clouds converting the sky into dark piles of mountains 
Threateningto take oyer the world. 

Clo ds threatening people to seek shelter 
As cowards would. 

Clouds in power of peoole 
”.nd the world. 


ftachel Greenfield 


Gariy ' orning 

I wake up at dusk and look about me. I see things that 
are there only when I wake > things that dissaooear 
when the sun cones in, I look over the lake and see 
the r ist suspended in r id air, net r>ovin . Slowlv the 
sun nokes its head above the bills, scaring all of these 
things away. 

J.O. 


Dare I listen 
when wind-scarred spirits 
of enchanted trees 
that reach and moan 
into vacant sky 
hurl to each other 
their timeless secrets ? 

Sue Scheinberg 


’ y Snail ' orld 

■ v srall wor' of peoole and pets 
The small world of my frogs 
I think of them as a simple way of life 
Not the complicated skyscrapers and citys 
Not the soot or the air conditions 
dot the barn swallow winging high 
The fields of tall grass up to my waist 
That is iry small world. 

‘Dll you come and .join me? 

LftO \\Etevu*« 



Row Nature Began 


Long, long ago there was nothing on the earth 
except a husband and a wife and their dog wonder. He was 
really a lion but the couple called hin a dog. The couple 
did not live very long and neither did Wonder. Because > 
there was no food to eat, and they starved to death. 

•■'/hen they all got to heaven the wife said that she 
didn't want the other peaople to starve to death also. 

So she sent Wonder to bring life to this new world 
wherever he walks. This upcoming of growth the couple 
called Nature, and they called themselves Mother and 
Father Natuer. You do not hear of father Nature any 
more Because in the olden days they had only heard 
of Father nature and not Mother Nature. Now we only hear 
of Mother Nature and .ot Father Nature. 


Dina Katz 


I lie now in a olace above 
I have no doubts or care of love 
Fright and fear I know not of 
I lie in a place of a wanderers love 

Lisa Berger 


Staring into a deep and unknown 
water. 

Not knowing what next, 
and the- as if a 
change had come about, 

The staring vanishes 
and realization and 
rude awakenings return. 

Kathy Meisloss 


Wind. 

trees sway. 

a squirrel shivers. 
Winter is coming. 


Tracy Frankel 



Opening Pies sage 


During my summers here at Trebor, so many things 
influenced my way of thinking and feeling. Since 
cabin 11, so many things ,T ere so s^btley and purposely 
given to mi without ay even knowing it—the true and 
good values o" life—the basic beliefs, ideas and 
feelings about oneself, and that you should base 
your life on what you ■" lue. By the time I reached 
dabin one, I found, with the caring help- of other’s 
and myself, to l : ve a ’'sonjr, full and easier life If. 

I should try to k'’0 ,T who T am—whv I am al' ve on earth 
and what I wart to ho with my life, fhrought these 
sumac-s I have tried to aosorb a lot of the goodness 
of camn, and now I have come to realize that T. can't 
keep it in for the rest of my life. It isn't fair 
to others or me,and that it is time to give back to 
others here and even at home what I have taken in and 
absorbed here. 


Ruthie Foltzman, Big Cheif 


Camp Tally-Keepers Report—August 23, 1968 
Ruthie Holtzman, Big Chief 

The 3-day mountain trip went to Mcntalban Ridge this week. 

We saw pheasants on the trail. The weather was gray and windy, but 
beautiful. We left our packs at the Isolation Shelter for the follow¬ 
up, Part of cabin 9 climbed East and saw a deer. 

Many people have been going to places in the camp area. Cabin 
2 took a walk around the lake, cabin 6 took their lunch up Mac, cabin 
9 went up Ulan for lunch and came down the rock face and cabin Ihas 
ribboned out a path to the ledge on Whitehouse. 

On Saturday night we had another coffee R ousej people read 
poems, did folk dances, sang, and Frank read us requested selections 
of Robert Frost's writings. 

The counselors gave the camp a melodramatic interpretations of 
some of the aspects of camp. Many cabins have been working on the 
teepee. They painted scenes fo what goes on in camp on it. 

This Sunday was Arts Festival. Art work and nieces of creative 
writing were hung all around the camp.. People danced, sang, and 
played instruments. In the evening mini-group gave a modern music 
mass simultaneously with the couhselors, who gave a formal music 
mass. The whole day was a success in all aspects. 

% intent this summer was to help the camp become aware of 
other people's activities. I hope that I have succeeded in 
fulfilling the role that aabin 1 felt was necessary. 

Sara ->than. Camp Tally Keeper 



PEACE 


Peace I ask of the, oh river. 

Peace. 

When I learn to live serenely. 

Cares will cease. 

From the hills I gather courage. 
Visions of the day to be; 

Strength to lead and faith to follow. 
All are given unto me. 

Peace I ask of thee. 


Peace 


'fo WILD GEESE FLYING... 


Proud riders of the wind. 

Wheeling free 
In strength and grace, 

Chasing clouds over mountains, 

You roam the heavens. 

Yet always return 

To your hills and mirror-lakes 

In humility. 

You seek the far horizons 

Yet the seasons' cycle finds you 

Ever in this place of tranquility 

No sunset can lure you. 

No foreign sky can draw you 

So long or strongly 

That Jrou forget 

The land of your beginning. 

And so, 

With the years' passing, 

As surely as faith itself, 

You shall return 

To your home in the hills. 


CBK 


Alters Under the Sky 

God of the hills, grant us the strength 
to go back into the cities without faltering, 
stren L ,h to to our daily tasks without 
tiring and strength to help our neighbors 
who have no hills to remember, 

God of the xtfilderness, with the pure 
winds from the northland blow away our 
pettiness; with the harsher winds of winter 
drive away our selfishness and hypocrisy; 
fill us with the breadth and the depth and 
the light of thy wilderness. May we live 
out the truths which thou hast taught us, 
in every thought and word and deed. 

Amen. 





feeling 


I sail on and on* 

Nowhere to go^ no map before me— 

I’m looking for a dream 
A dream which only I can fulfill. 
Feeling, understanding the salty breeze. 
There's no destination ; 

I'm looking for my dream. 

Laurie Sigman 


On summer nights the moon hangs low, 

the sky is a blaze from the moon's shining 

lights. 

Colors, alive as day, linger slowly, linger 
stay. 

The moon, the moon, stretching out summer, 
it stays by its lingering lights 
holding summer in its palmj 
Summer lingers then and finally, 
slowly, the moon backs away. 

Ellen Gray 


¥hispergrass 


Barefoot, 

i ran through the 
whispergrass 

and knelt 


To gather in 

its soul. 


It breathed 

its cool sweet 
Song of life 

and sang of things 
i sometimes understand. 


It bent a little 

in the wind 

A.nd hummed even louder 

its hymn of sorrow. 
Of joy and sorrow 
To me 

and to the world. 


Barefoot, 

i ran through the 
whispergrass 

To gather in 

its soul. 


and knelt 



You who are born of the hills 
Hill-bred, lover of hills, 

This will you know above other men. 

In the hills you will find your peace again 

You who are nursed on the heights. 
Hill-bred, lover of skies, 

This will you know above other men. 

In the hills you will find your faith again 

You who are brave from the winds. 

Hill-bred, lover of winds 
This will you know above other men 
In the hills you will find Your God again. 

Struthers Burt 


ho knows a rountain? 

One who has ;.cne 
To worship its beauty 
In the dawn; 

One who has slent 
On its breast at night; 

One who has measured 
His strength to its height; 
One who has followed 
Its longest trail. 

And laughed in the face 
Of its fiercest gale; 

One who has scaled its peaks, 
:.nd has trod 

Its cloud-swept summits 
•'■lone with God. 


Ethel dOEiig Fuller 



I'd say it's high time we had a moment of spoken truth. Around the 
middle of the summer we had an evening activity called ''What makes this 
camp great ?' 1 I'd like to try answering this question. 

T RIPS : The trip program is the accumulation of experiences that * 
many people have had in New England for the past 100 years, but only one 
director ever believed that any camp , especially a girl's camp, could live 
out such an adventurous program. H is belief in what you do brought you 
to the point of doing, and his guidance and inspiration have caused adults 
to become excellent trip loaders- that make your trips safe and pleasur ¬ 
able . 

A r HES : The activities alone, as you well know,are nothing with¬ 

out a counselor to make them come alive for you, so chat takes it right to 

COUNSELORS • Counselors are just like .you and me, they can be- many, 
many things. Do you ever wond.r why people are different at different 
times? Like at home and at campj have you noticed that you act differently 
with different p- ople? In other words, some people not only allow us to 
be what we want to be, but there are a very few that have enough knowledge 
of people to dema nd our best- and then l"eava. us with that good picture of 
ourselves, that can be"brought back again and again, during our lives- 
whenover we really want it- being our best . 

Ho has made this happen every year, most times without people know¬ 
ing it, in pre-camp sessions- during the summer- and after camp, and wo 
are all t' " . ' v r with o^chother, here and .elsca .ere , because of 

his high J l : •' e ai e "--na-; that we come up with our best, as often 

as possib_e„ That is wny counselo s act as they do, in this community, 
with you people. That is also how you learned , or are learning, to be 

this way with eachother. I have seen enough camps, and organizations 

under other kinds of direction, to see quite clearly the difference. Peo¬ 
ple arc the same underneath it all, the~~le ad ership makes the difference. 

BEAUTY OF TROUT LAKE: When we were crowded out of our other camp by 
^lrportsy power Troat's,"ptfllution of silence by insensitive people, and oth¬ 
er things 5 a lesser man would have quit, packed up , and sold out, as many 
camp directors have done, and Trebor would have stopped- forever-fit’ least 
7 years 4§oi ‘ 

He hun r on, e en w! on I was ready to . ive up, until he found Trout Lake 

and with no money, just sheer guts, and a belief in people, he convinced a 

bank to help us,-and then, with his own brand of genius, took this abandoned 
land, and designed, and built,- with his hands and heart* this very special 
valley. No man can lay claim to what is here, but he. The fact that 
after the — construction was completed ho said that I had the fortitude to 
live here alone that winter, help ng to build it, showed again how little 
he cares for the praise most men seek so desperately,- and that is 
just why I say it is high time it were spoken of. When we were building 
this new camp, and I had ? few hours each night to think clearly, I wrote 
something, thatsaid, "I am convinced that Summer, and her children, 
will be blessed, Frank has seen to that" — now four 7 /oars later I am 
more convinced than ever, that what you and I experience, that we call 
Trebor,—is the direct result of the fact that one man has had the courage, 
the wisdom, patience, dignity, humility, imagination, kindness, gentil¬ 
ity, and bull dogged determination to make this unbelievable place, and 
its unbelievable people — a fact of life ] 

Fake no mistake, and I scrrmon~ll that I can remember, (which includes 
camping in one form or another, since I was 5 years old)- 37 7 /ears of liv¬ 
ing this out, has brought me to these conclusions: 

Except for the subject of food-which of course is my good wife's 
doing-Trobor is Frank, and whether or not 7 /ou can possibly grasp the 
bone truth of these w&rds — 

it is he, who makes this great 
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